ijt6 November,  192.7.   (From the diary of Mary
Charles.)
This morning I got back home again at about
nine o'clock. E. met us at the station. I think he
looks very tired, but he says he feels well. As we
drove in at the gate in a tonga which seemed to jolt
more than usual, after the barouches of Agra, we
heard a great deal of shouting; and having got down
at the front door we went to find out what it might
all be about.
Our half-witted bhisti was clinging on to the tail
of a strong young calf, while the sweeper embraced
it round the middle. A gardener and a punka-
coolie were trying to lasso it, both from about
thirty yards. All were very serious. I could not help
laughing at the dogged way in which the bhisti
clung on to the tail, despite the calf's wild plungings.
It surprised me, too, for he is far the laziest of all our
servants. Then E. explained that so many creatures
had strayed into our compound lately, bullocks,
cows and goats, that he had given orders that every
one that came in should be caught and tethered in a
corner of the servants' compound, and that when
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